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Henrietta Dixon, noisily opening and closing the drawers beneath
my berth, burst into tears.
" Now what's the matter ? " Buell asked her. " I never saw such
a woman 1 Always laughing when you ought to be crying, and crying
when you ought to be laughing 1 "
Henrietta snuffled, shook her head, and went on opening and
closing drawers.
" You ought to be glad the general's taking notice of Oliver,"
Buell went on. " It probably means we'll both of us have a chance to
do something worth doing instead of lying here in this harbour, eating
smoked herring and being nursemaids."
Mrs. Dixon turned on him. " If you know where that sponge is,"
she said, " get it! I've had all the talk I can-stand 1 "
While Mrs. Byles helped adjust my frills, Henrietta moved help-
lessly about us, hiccupping and snuffling ; and Buell, muttering to
himself, rubbed at my coat with the sponge.
" When he sees this frilled shirt, Oliver," Mrs. Byles said, " he'll
know you're fit to go wherever an Englishman could go, and do
anything any one could do."                        ,
" You want *em both to go," Henrietta said accusingly. " You
know you do ! "
ce You'll hold your tongue," Mrs. Byles said, " or you'll never
travel to England with me 1 "
" Look here," I said, " I don't know the reason for this display of
emotion ; but I'd like it stopped. No people ever got along better
together than we have aboard this schooner for the last two months,
and that's how I'd like to remember our last days together."
" Here's your coat, Oliver," Buell said heartily. He helped me
into it, glared at Henrietta Dixon and noisily pushed me on deck ;
but noisy as his movements were, they weren't noisy enough to drown
the renewed snuffling of Henrietta Dixon, or Nathan's howls of
sympathetic sorrow.